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TWO EFFECTS FROM SIMILAR CAUSES. 
Henry Ward Beecher): You see, what brought you disgrace brings him honor. 
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Just as the mighty time-piece ticks 
. The hour whereat the 
summer ends, 
I kiss my hand to you, 
good friends, 








Who've seen me safe to VoLUME SIx. 


The Autumn’s ruby darts transfix 
The foliage in the breeze that bends: 
No longer the barkeeper blends 

Light lemonades with various sticks. 


So drink my health in what you will. 
I'l print within a week or two 
An index full to Volume Five. 


I trust you're glad I’m with you still, 

Through woe and weal your friend 
most true, 

Bumptious and watchful and alive. 


Puck. 








OUR POLICE COMMISSIONERS. 


@"s readers ought to know by this time 
that we are a journal of progress. We 
have long ago thrown over-board all 

that useless cargo of old-fashioned, conven- 
tional ideas which, we are sorry to say, this 
generation has been obliged to inherit from 
its fathers. Weare determined not to bequeath 
to our successors any such hindrances to free- 
dom of thought and action. 





If our progenitors chose to bind themselves 
down to an inconveniently narrow code of 
morality and social ethics, that is no reason 
why we should patronize a policy that, however 
venerable and respectable it may be, doesn’t 
pay dividends to the children of men in these 
later days of progress. 

You see, this is the last quarter of the nine- 
teenth century, and it won’t do to be too par- 
ticular. The fact is, we hate particular people 
—people who are eternally fussing about right 
and wrong, and other old-fogy abstractions. 

Here, for instance, are some very worthy 
persons who are quite out of the true line of 
modern thought, and who are raising an un- 
progressive grurable about the private life of 
certain members of the Board of Police Com- 
missioners, past and present. 

We are sure that our readers—our rational, 
progressive readers—will thank us for showing 
up the bigotry and narrow-mindedness of this 
class of fault-finders. We can’t do it all at 
once; we shall have to recur to the subject 
again; but we feel that we really must endeavor 
to get in a word for one or two of the victims 
of this captious injustice. 

Ex-Police Commissioner Smith, for instance, 
is a sufferer. Mr. Smith is a nice old gentle- 
man, called Baldy by his friends and by an 
irreverent public. Mr. Smith has come in for 
a great deal of cruel abuse, that has caused 
him much pain, for he was a sensitive and tender 
hearted police-commissioner. And why is this 
good old man abused? Why? Simply because 
he is very nearsighted, and because this in- 
firmity causes him many inconveniences. His 
eyes are so bad—to give a single instance— 
that he occasionally mistakes some other lady 
for his own wife, and does not find out his mis- 
take until—well, he does not find it out even 
in the course of a long excursion. And once, 
when he happened to lose his glasses, one fine 
night, do you know, people really insisted on 
knowing where he lost them, and wy a police- 
man brought them back to him the next day. 
This is getting too beastly inquisitive, we think. 
The next thing we shall have someone asking 
for a diagnosis of the curious disease—un- 
doubtedly connected with his ophthalmic 
troubles—which occasionally comes over Gen- 
eral Smith and causes him to walk in that pe- 
culiar manner which has given rise to the word 
circumbendibus, and to punctuate his remarks 
with the foreign interjection Ac. Altogether 
too beastly low-down inquisitive. 

So also with police-commissioner Nichols. 
Mr. Nichols’s life has been made miserable by 
the howls of the populace at the number of his 
brothers-in-law. He couldn’t help it, could he, 
if his sisters married copiously? And as to 
his appointing those brothers-in-law to the offi- 
ces within his gift—why, whose business is 
that?. Isn’t it allin the family? And whose 
brothers-in-law should he appoint, in the name 
of progressive rationalism? Some other fel- 
low’s? 

We have room merely to mention the case 
of Mr, Wheeler. _Why should Mr. Wheeler be 
persecuted because he used to dislike to attend 
the meetings of the police board? All we have 
to say on that head is that we admire Mr. 
Wheeler’s taste. 

We don’t want to be disagreeable; but we 
propose to’ see Messrs. Smith, Nichols and 
Wheeler th~ough. If epic goes to grum- 
bling any more, we shall take up the cause of 
our police-board martyrs, and turn a calcium 
light of cartoonery on them that will transfigure 
their sanctity if there is any transfigure to it. 








NWoTICE. 
— = 
Numbers 1, 2, 4, 5, 6, 9,10, 18, 14, 22, 25 
26, 40 and 47 of Puck will be bought at this office, 
21 & 23 Warren Street, at 10 cents per copy... 





Putkerings. 


THE World well lost—after you have read it 
through. 


_ Tuis may be, after all, the Cor-knell of Conk- 
ling’s supremacy. 


SMITH isn’t a poulterer, though he has on 
hand some duck for sale. 


THE obtrusive ubiquitousness of the straw- 
hat is beginning to tone down. 


Wuar’s in a name ?—Mr. Evarts expects to 
get $103,000 out of Fortune Bay. 


Every city has its favorite brand of wine, 
and Cincinnati’s choice of SWine. ° 


CorNELL has been pleasantly nicknamed, by 
the Robertson party, the Canonchet candidate. 


GEORGE E.iot says: ‘‘Women don’t love 
men for their goodness.” This is lucky, if true. 


THE Duke of Beaufort has returned to Eng- 
land without Sothern. _ Beaufort to have gone 
together. 


THE Bassoon is never used now in bands. 
We predicted several years ago that it would 
bassoon dispensed with. 


MUCHEE-TAKEE, chief of the Sloshabouts, is 
so persistent in his demands at the agency that 
he is called the Hunker chief. 


Wuat the Democrats wish to know, before 
the next campaign opens, is whether Samuel 
J. T. is single or double-bar’l’d. 


It is gratifying to know that Mr. John Kelly 
will not support Governor Robinson. Count 
Joannes is the man he ought to support. 


Mr. Potice-ComMIssIONER MCLEAN ‘doesn’t 
steal department goods, doesn’t frequent gamb- 
ling-hells and doesn’t spéculate in buttons. He 
must be lonely in his present position. 


Mrs, LANctTRY is greatly interested in this 
country. She wants to find out if Dr. Mary 
Walker in costume and Susan B. Anthony on 
beauty can lay over her. 


WHEN you get°in a car and hand all the 
money you have in your pocket, a trade dollar, 
to the conductor, you don’t feel good for a 
cent when he pronounces it counterfeit. 


Tue Summer is sinking to rest, the golden - 
leaves are falling, the rains of autumn are drop- 
ping on the pe he grain—yet there are some 
people who are not in unison with nature. They 
never tumble, * 


We don’t believe that Mr. Tilden will get 
into the White House next year; but he?cam 
paint his summer residence up the Hudson, and 
make believe; which will probably amuse. him 
just as well. 

Tue “ Lady Suffragists” to Governor Robin- 
son: ; 
“You nasty, horrid man for vetoing the 
school bill. We feel inclined to scratch your 


eyes out.—So there now!” 


LittLe Bo-Peep, she lost her sheep, 
And didn’t know where to find ’em! 
But Commissioner Smith, when his specs come 


back 
Knows where he left ’em behind him. 
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JOHN SHERMAN’S BIG LIFT. 





A put-up absolutely necessary to his existence. 





CAMP MEETINGS. 


EA-breezes and sea-bathing are all very 
well at Long Branch, if you have a curved 
nose, or at Manhattan, if your nose is of 

the order snub. But to go in search of relig- 
ion, when in fact you are merely in for a briny 
wash, is very ridiculous, Yet it is what very 
many of our dearly-beloved brethren and sis- 
ters are just now doing. 

There was philosophy in the remark of the 
fellow at the restaurant who informed the waiter 
blandly that he preferred to have his cream 
and his flies served separately; and the idea 
holds good right here, where we mix our sum- 
mer junketing with our search for religion. It 
would be better to take these things separately, 
dearly beloved; some things won’? assimilate, 
anyhow, even in a clambake, olla-podrida as 
that is. 

But why people with comfortable and gor- 
geous churches—oftentimes absurdly comfort- 
able and ridiculously gorgeous—and with well- 
provided homes, convenient markets, etc., 
should paddle away toa demnition moist grove, 
sleep on damp straw and eat junk, in search of 
religion, is beyond us to conceive. But they 
all do it, and thousands are doing it while you 
read these lines. 

And this folly, which is superficial and ap- 
parent to the most casual observer, is not the 
worst of it. Worse remains behind. 

Hundred of young girls, who would not be 
allowed to see—well, ‘‘ Pinafore,” even—under 
the escort of the son of a neighbor, are allowed 
to go in droves to Camp-Meeting, under the 
nominal charge of the minister, in order to 
seek religion. They are entirely at liberty 
during the term ot the Camp-Meeting, for the 
*‘ minister ” has all he can do in shouting him- 
self hoarse, taking his whack at the grub, and 
looking over the accounts— in the two latter of 


which exercises he tries to make both ends 


meet—or meat. 

There be, it is true, many good, nice girls, 
that go out and come back good, nice girls; 
and then again there are many who don’t. A 
party of young people sleeping in the straw, 
under canvas, with only another strip of canvas 
to separate them, are apt to giggle at the situa- 
tion, skirmish around for the fun to be made 
out of it, and to be driven rather by the child- 
ish folly in their head than withheld by the 
calmer checking of their consciences. And it 
is much easier to slip out from under the flap 
of a tent ‘than to creep down the creaking 





stairs at-home, past the ‘‘old folks’ ”’ room, down 
again through the hall, unbar, unbolt and open 
the front door, and step noiselessly into the 
cold, dark street. 

And still harder to get in again unheard and 
unseen. 

Besides, it is not half so nice nor so roman- 
tic as at the Camp-Meeting. Three minutes 
swift run and the bluff is gained, beneath which 
the dark waves are coyly approaching, one by 
one, and kissing the shore. 

And why should one not imitate Nature? 

It is not strange to one who has been, as it 
were, behind the scenes to see one of these 
children “get religion” the next day, and howl 
for grace. It takes very little to render the 
average female easily hysterical; and after a 
moonlight ramble beside the kissing waves, the 
effects of a hell-fire sermon the next morning 
are somewhat like dynamite to the non-reason- 
ing female mind. To see one such shouting 
for “‘pardon,” being held down on a board by 
several female friends in a similar state of moral 
epilepsy, is enough to make even a Pennsylva- 
nia Legislature unanimous in an edict against 
Camp-Meetings. 

“ Lights out at nine o’clock’’—h’m, well, as 
they are “ out,” let us turn off our own cal- 
cium; let it be understood that, though these 
lines are written under a grave sense of duty, 
our name is not Talmage, and there is a descrip- 
tive point beyond which we don’t feel called 
upon to go. 

But we will say this to fathers and mothers: 
That their children can probably get as much 
religion as they need, of any shape, color or 
variety, at any of the regular shops, built (and 
mortgaged) for such purposes, in all our cities 
and towns. Or, if they will send their chil- 
dren out to get seaside religion on damp straw 
under a canvas tent, perhaps they had better 
look out for their childrens’ morals, while the 
young ’uns are taking in religion. 

So here we go again, slashing away at an- 
other great moral evil. Will it have any effect? 
None are so stiff-necked as the professed teach- 
ers of the Word; for they know everything in 
their self-sufficiency, and are yet blind as bats 
to that which passeth even under their eyes. 

It is to parents and guardians; it is to the 
reasoning, ready to investigate, wide awake 
people of this country that we appeal. There 
is very pooty much considerably more, Horatio 
Americanus, than ever you dreamed over in 
your daily newspaper. 








THE TEA AND CROCKERY WAR. 
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Fonp Wire [returning from a stroll with her 
husband :—I can’t help it, dear. Whenever I 


-buy Tea they send me home Crockery also} 


and whenever I buy Crockery they send me 
presents of “Tea. 





FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 
'No. CIV. 


DOLCE FAR NIENTE 
AT NEWPORT. 

Y-as, aw am he-ah 
atj Newport, but i 
am so verwy wearwy 
of wushing wound to 
the differwent wat- 
erwing places that 
I have wesolyed to 
west and wemain 
he-ah faw, a, bwief 
perwiod and wigidly 
abstain fwom enterwing into the festive arwange- 
ments, in one form or othah, which are now 
taking place wegularly. There is a wemarkable 
sameness about the system of weveling he-ah, 
almost, if not quite, as twoublesome and bore- 
wing as the stereotyped London season. 

Ya-as, I patwonize only quiet amusements, 
I do a twifle in the way of dwiving and wide a 
little with Miss Marguerwite, but I don’t twy 
to exhaust myself by fwequenting dinnah par- 
ties, or lawn-tennis operwations, or weceptions, 
or garden parties. 

Still it’s horwidly awkward being he-ah with 
these amusements going on in everwy dirwec- 
tion without participating in them, because it’s 
extwemely difficult to weside anywhere in a 
wetirwed mannah fwee fwom the wacket which 
must necessarwily be inseparwable fwom a gweat 
varwiety of modes of pleasurwing. 

A numbah of the wesidents, howevah, wor- 
wied me so terwibly to go to an entertainment 
given by young Paget’s mothah-in-law, and as 
Miss Marguerwite expwessed a desire to go 
also, i couldn’t verwy well wefuse, but it was 
an awful baw. 

If there is one thing maw than anothah that 
I have a stwong pwejudice against, it is anat- 
tempt at theatwical wepwesentations by fellaws 
and young women who are not in the pwofes- 
sion, and this arwangement at young Paget’s 
mothah-in-law’s house was an amateur perform- 
ance. 

Paget’s mothah-in-law’s name is Parwan some- 
thing or othah, and I am told the foundah of 
the family made his gweenbacks by being pwo- 
pwietah of an inn, and selling spirwits ovah a 
bah, 

Aw I don’t wemembah the names of the 
pieces, but one of them was called “‘Cweatures 
of Impulse.’”’ I went tosleep durwing the gweatah 
portion of the performance—couldn’t help it, 
ye know—but I believe the storwy was some- 
thing about a misah and a curwious old female 
cweature. 

Aw, by the way, I think I have mentioned it 
befaw, but a verwy large pwoportion of Amer- 
wican young women have stwong pwedilections 
in favah of exhibiting themselves befaw any 
descwiption of audiences as actwesses. Aw- 
fully bad form, ye know, unless verwy pwivate. 

Jack says that the dwamatis persone com- 
pwised verwy common, aw, ordinarwy names, 
but there were severwal quite wich people present 
and some wespectable ones. Some individuals, 
said to be Amerwican descendants of that old 
wascal the Emperwor Napoleon—but I don’t 
cwedit it—-were weported to be there. I did not 
take the twouble to cultivate their acquaintance, 

Thornton, who wepwesents Gweat.Bwitain 
in Washington, and the Fwench plenipoten- 
tiarwy I found tolerwably endurwable to talk 
to, but I could find no subject in common with 
a Mr. Perwy something or othah and a ‘tobac- 
conist fellaw who, I believe, has won a wace or 
two with his wace-horse in England aw. 

But the most widiculous part of the whole 
business was that the amateur histwions, not 
satisfied with inflicting their wubbish on the 
Newport wesidents for one evening, wepeated 
it the next aw. 
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TRODDLEDUMS, THE SIMIAN. 


E left our hero hidden in a bag, 
And pounded very nearly to a rag; 
For, as detailed in the preceding chapter, 


*T was in the shades of evening that his captor 


Had walloped him with diabolic joy, 

Mistaking of him for a vagrom boy. 

And when that captor saw whom he had pounded, 
He started back, considerably astounded. 





Yes, Troddledums emerged with aspect solemn 
And feeling limp about the spinal column. 
The man upon whose trap he chanced to sit 
Was a physician known as Dr, Schmitt. 

He smiled upon the monkey bland, 

He stooped and took him by the hand; 

And led him in the house. Please guess 

The astonishment of Mrs. S. 

She laughed and laughed until she cried, 

And the Doctor rocked from side to side, 

And the nurse-maid opened her hash-shaft wide, 
And the baby couldn’t laugh, but it tried. 

Mrs. Schmitt, she patted him on the head, 

And gave him an apple round and red: 





_ 





And, thus consoled for all his pain, 
Troddledums finds a home again; 

He’s friends with all the kindly Schmitts, 
Except the feline and the Spitz. 


MOVE! 








NEw York, Sept. 9, 1879. 
Dear Puck: 


I will be brief, for I am sick. Is therea 
Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Adults 
in this city? I reside up-town, and “ oft in the 
stilly night,” when I am about to close my eyes 
in sleep, a band of youthful minstrels, whose 
acquaintance with music is wofully dispropor- 
tioned to their acquaintance with beer, begin 
to serenade a certain young lady named Mary 
Ann, who, it appears, issomebody’s ‘‘ dawter.” 
She can play the “ pi-an-a” and has a “‘ very 
fine eddication,” which is not true of her 
admirers. The less said about their education, 
the better; and as for their playing that probably 
consists of a profound knowledge of Forty-five 
and Dominoes. Sally, whoever Sally is, is the 
only other recipient of their musical attentions. 
They invite her to “‘rise;” but if I may judge 
from the number of times they repeat the line, 
** Rise, Sally, rise; she never budges an inch. 
Discouraged by Sally’s failure to appreciate 


PART V. 


The Spitz’s name is Jim, his fel- 
low feline is named Samuel. 





They do not like this new intruder, 
And Jim is rude and Sam is ruder. 
They snub him with a haughty air: 

He eats his apple, and doesn’t care— 
He flings their proffered scorn away, 
And grows in favor day by day. 

The family their love express 

By giving him a gorgeous dress. 

He has a coat of pale pea-green, 

The very palest ever seen. 

The coat is rather short behind, 

But really, Troddledum’s doesn’t mind; 
He has a pair of figured breeches 
Decked with embroidered silken stitches. 
And thus he hastens to admire 

His new and gor-ge-ous attire. 





The Troddledums, as days went by, 

Got to be one of the family. 

He danced, he chattered, and he leapt; 
And brushed off fli& when the baby slept. 


And one day, as, with airy grace, 
He swung the flipflap o’er her face, 





The Nursemaid in the window sought 
A fly, ultimatelee she caught— 

In a paper cornucopia 

She caught him, singing “ tra-la-la!” 





To Troddledums presented she 
This lively young menagerie. 
She gave it with deceitful face: 














He took it with a lordly grace; 
And put his fingers softly in 
| And thought he’d struck a red-hot pin: 











their entertainment, they return to Mary Ann, 
but, as before, she does not notice them. 
Unless the authorities come to my relief, I 
will notice them (the minstrels) with a pail of 
water, prepared by the kitchen-maid for the 
occasion. 
Sleepily yours, 

Leo C, Evans. 





You had better move. The gentlemen of 
whom you complain are probably citizens of 
the United States, and, as such, have a guaran- 
teed right to sing.—U. S. Constitution, Art. 1, 
Sec, 1.—Ep. Puck. 








AT the coming walking-match the contest- 
ants are to wear clocked stockings, so as to 
keep accurate time. 





TEMPORA MUTANTUR—Formerly they were 
foolish virgins, who had no oil; now they are 
the foolish virgins who are too free with the 
kerosene, 











CELLULOIDS. 





WHEN two couple of young people start out 
riding in a two-seated carriage, they are as 
happy as four loving clams until the shades of 
evening approach, and then the couple in the 
front seat begin to realize that the crying need 
of this great, free and majestic country of ours 
is—a two-seat carriage with the front seat be- 
hind. 





A younG lady from St. Louis, visiting in 
Cincinnati, says: ‘‘ It’s awful handy to have a 
big booktionary with glass windows to keep the 
big dictionary and onethinganother in.” 





Oulo girls are very fond of all kinds of 
harmless games, but some of the elder ones are 
partial to chess and checkers, cause while play- 
ing those games they can “‘ move the men,” so 
to speak. 

BEESWAX. 
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And would have sworn, right then and there, 
If he had but known how to swear. 





In his forefinger lithe and long 
He got a sting and got it strong. 





But here observe the little racket 
Wherewith he settled that blue-jacket. 
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He caught him with a rapid wrench 
And squunched him underneath a bench. 


And sucked his finger, with his eye 
Fixed on one pertinacious fly, 

Who finally on that Nursemaid 
Lighted, and, for a wonder, stayed. 





Raised in the air his flip-flappér. 











ODE TO THE CLAM 


OF CONEY ISLAND. 





BIVALVULAR Mollusk! 
Be thou the hard-shelled kind, tough as a nail, 
Or soft-shelled style, with elongated tail, 
Still succulent thou art—except when stale. 
The ocean blue 
Yields up to man, from out its deeps, 
No fish that swims, or springs, or creeps, 
Sweeter than you. 
When R slips from the months in torrid days, 
And oysters gather plumpness in the bays, 
Still art thou with us here, 
Served up in many strange and toothsome ways; 
Thou comest to the front with beer; 
Thy price both rich and poor can freely raise; 
Though loved thou art not dear. 
When pours the sun his very warmest rays 
We turn, oh clam! to thee and sing thy praise. 
Fresh from the sand 
Sweet are you in the festive roast, 
Sweeter when served up stewed, on toast, 
In chowder grand, 
And loved, whate’er the shape in which you come. 
E’en if served raw, you then are pumpkins some— 
Almost as lasting then as chewing-gum, 
Conchiferous Mollusk! 
ARTHUR LoT. 


SHAKSPERE STUDIES. 


MacsetH—Act I. 


jealousies occasioned by the wearing of good 
clothes. Banquo speaks of Macbeth’s “‘strange 
garments,” and says to his companions: ‘‘Look 
how our partner’s rapt!”’—[Sc. 3. 





SUPERSTITION extended to even the acts of 
rats and mice, although Macbeth seems to have 
been superior to the general feeling when say- 
ing: ‘‘—crown me without mice stir.” —[Sc 3. 





FiGHTING whiskey was an element of military 
success; on the reported victories of Macbeth 
the King observed: ‘‘ Worthy Banquo, he is 
full!” —[Sc. 4. 





THE worthy Thane recommends the liver-pad 
to his dyspeptic wife, instructing her to: “Lay 





it to thy heart and fare well.”—[Sc. 5. 





TRODDLEDUMS, THE SIMIAN. 


PART V.—( Continued.) 


Then to his task, with visage mild, 
He turned, while planning vengeance wild. 


l And let it down, with one wild smack 


That laid the sleeper on her back. 








This killed the fly and plastered him; 
But made the Nursemaid’s vision dim; 
It also spoiled her cheek’s soft rose, 
Which in contuséd swelling rose, 





She looked about her in a jiffy; 
But Troddledums appeared as if he 





Knew nothing ’bout it, and with grace 
He swung the airy flip-flap above the sleepingbaby’s face. 





[More hereafter.} 








MacseETH used to play base-ball; his position 


| being “close behind the bat,’’ to gratify his 


THOsE early times were not exempt from little 





wife, who ordered him ‘“‘to catch the nearest 
way.” —Se, 5. 





SERVANTS were liberally scaled. Of the one 
who brought the news of Duncan’s coming, 
Mrs. Macbeth generously said: ‘‘ Give him 
ten.” —[Sc. 5. 





In view of Banquo’s issue, Macbeth was so 
desirous of children that his wife repeats: 
“Thou’d’st have, great Glamis, that which 
cries.—[Sc. 5. 





COLLECTIONS must have been difficult at In- 
verness, as three duns are introduced in the 
first sentence of—([Sc. 7. 





‘“‘ VAULTING ambition, which o’erleaps itseif, 

And falls on the other.” 

The other what? is often asked. Evidently, 
the other spur, as but one is previously men- 
tioned in the text.—[Se. 7: 



































PUCK. 





IT ANT DE GAS DATS IN ’EM. 


es OU’S right, ole gal, dar’s heaps o’ wisdom in 
dem words you’m sheddin’, 


A pra’r dat ha’n’ no heart am like a bed widout 
de beddin’, 
Or like a shell dat’s wacant ob de clam dat oughter 
be dar, 
It’s wanting ob de stuffin’ Goramighty ’specks to see dar. 


Dar’s pra’rs an’ pra’rs, an’ den agin dar’s oder pra’rs 
beside ’em, 

Dey'm warious as de sinners dat hab been an’ gone an’ 
tried ’em, 

But when de angels come to do de sortin’ an’ de ’lottin’, 

De bigges’ heap am sho’ ter be de specimens dat’s rotten. 


It’s cur’us how some fokses idees p’intin dis yar quarter— 
Dar’s Deacon Swiff—he ‘lows de pra’rs dat’s like a 
stream o’ water 
Dat fumes an’ foams, an’ spreads itseff in dierdems ob 

glory, 
Am sho’ to ketch de ear ob Him dat rules de upper story. 


But sho’! de Deacon oughter know it’s wrong ter be 
comparin’ 

De Lor’ wid dem dat jedges obat’ing by what it’s wearin’, 

An’ dat de pra’r dat ha’n’t no dressin’ ’cept de grievous 
sighin’— ~ 

Like water from de hum’ly spring—am n/’arer satisfyin’. 

An den dar’s Elder Blunderbus—his pra’rs is allers 
*pearin’ 

As ef he rader s’picioned dat de Lord’ wuz hard o’ 
hearin’, 

An’ ’stid o’ mixin’ in de shot, he muzzles up wid powder, 

Not carin’ ’bout de game so long’s it soun’s a leetle louder. 


An den dar’s fokses in de chu’ch dat’s full ob legislatin’, 
Dat rises in de pew an’ gins a glorious dilatin’ 

’Bout how an’ whar de earfly apparatus ’quires greasin’, 
As ef de mighty Overseer war gettin’ scant 0’ reason. 


But bress de Lam’! It a’n’t de frame—it a’n’t de gas 
dat’s in em 

Dat makes a sinner’s pra’rs fotch out de good dey 
oughter win ’em. 

It’s whar dey’s bo’n, an’ how dey shows a shame for 

° earfly pizen, 
An’ heaps o’ penitence fo’ all de sins dey’s advertisin’, 
WADE WHIPPLE. 








REFLECTIONS OF A LOUNGER. 


I, 
PHILANTHROPY. 
HAVE made a very sad discovery this 


morning. I find that I am not nearly so 

much of a philanthropist as I thought 
myself to be, when I went to bed last night. 
But ten short hours ago—I retired at one o’clock 
this morning—lI felt within my inmost heart, 
that I, Alonzo De Lacey, was a public bene- 
factor. I said to Smith, who was dining with 
me at D——’s, that it was certainly a fact 
that the majority of men in New York and 
everywhere else were philanthropists. 

Smith said: ‘‘D-dam it, ye-yez, of course 
they are, zo am I, we are all phelan-phyzits.” 

I was pleased that Smith agreed with me, 
but was grieved at his profanity, which was not 
what one would expect from the pure lips of a 
public benefactor. 1 am suspicious that the 
five whiskey punches, which we had while en- 
gaged in the esthetic pursuit known as “Pin 
Pool,” may have persuaded Smith to give vent 
to the offensive expletives which characterized 
his conversation for the rest of the evening. 

I remember, that last night, I realized for 
the first time in my life, the universal brother- 
hood of man. To be frank, I have just kicked 
Smith down stairs, for presuming to call and 
ask for twenty dollars, which he affirmed that 
he won from me last night at billiards. 





(I would here state that thinking the matter over 
carefully this morning I have concluded that 
billiards, in any form or shape, is an invention 
most corrupting to the morals—Smith says he 
will have the sheriff after me.) To think 
that last night this same scoundrel who now 
threatens me with a writ of attachment, de- 
clared his undying devotion to me! I paid for 
all he ate and drank, and this is the return I 
get. I confess that this morning I do not feel 
so near heaven as I did last night, when I de- 
clared my intention of joining the Presbyterian 
church. Indeed, I now doubt very much the 
advisability of doing so. 

I am not prepared to declare, upon oath, 
that I did not act in the réle of a public bene- 
factor, when I compelled Smith, at the end and 
to the detriment of a naturally tender and deli- 
cate bunion, to accelerate his departure; but, 
I am free to confess that it was altogether from 
a loss of temper, and the fear of losing twenty 
dollars that I did act in a manner so out of 
harmony with the doctrine of universal brother- 
hood. 

As Smith and I were walking home last 
night, a beggar came up to us and asked fora 
dollar, with which to purchase lodging for the 
night. Smith saluted this worthy mendicant 
with a torrent of blasphemous vituperation, to 
which the poor creature made no reply, but 
turned to me with the flattering remark that he 
knew I was a good man and that he could see 
the light of pity in my eyes. It was a chilly 
night, and, feeling a philanthropist’s sorrow for 
the beggar, I gave him a greenback, and he 
said ‘God bless you.” 

I was somewhat surprised to notice that he 
sought for lodging in the nearest wine-room. 
It does not add to my Christian composure this 
morning, to find that I gave that beggar a five 
dollar bill—I wonder I did not observe it last 
night. No doubt an excess of philanthropy 
reudered me a little careless. Ahem!—a—a 
just between ourselves, you know, I have a 
faint idea that a—a the whiskey punch may 
have had something to do with it. 

Smith reminded me, during his short visit 
this morning, of an occurrence last night that 
does not increase my happiness in any marked 
degree. Itseems that the house on Fifth Avenue 
before which we stopped to sing “Nancy Lee”’ 
was the hallowed residence of the chiefest joy 
of my heart—a young lady possessing every 
charm (one of her upper false incisors is a little 
loose, but that can be easily remedied), and 
enormously wealthy. When I think of Smith’s 
tying the empty whiskey bottle, which he in- 
sisted on carrying from D—’s with him, to the 
door-knob of that sanctified dwelling, I am 
wild with righteous wrath. But when I remem- 
ber, or rather when Smith informs me, that his 
satanic task was accomplished by the aid of my 
dark olive necktie, which she has seen me wear, 
I gnash my teeth in impotent rage! I had 
thought of making this young creature happy, 
by an offer of my hand, some time this week— 
but now, through the villainy of this second 
Judas, her bliss must, I’m afraid, be indefinitely 
postponed. 

Yes! I have just reached the conclusion that 
whiskey and philanthropy sometimes walk hand 
in hand. My friend Governor S-p-r-a-g-u-e— 
I invariably, in writing for the press, follow the 
plan of not giving names in full—told me, the 
other day, that once, when under the influence 
of ardent spirits, he was actually deluded into 
the belief that he loved his wife. Smith has 
confessed to me—and I feel justified in giving 
publicity both to the startling act, and the 
name of its perpetrator—that on one occasion, 
of which he has but an indistinct recollection, 
he performed a slight osculatory exercise upon 
the lips of his wife’s mother. He acknowledges 
though that he was pretty drunk. 

Atonzo DE Lacey. 





PUCK’S CONDENSED NOVELS. 


New Serigs, No. V. 


BETTER THAN NOTHING, 


A MODERN NOVEL WITHOUT THE USUAL 
PADDING. 


CuHapTER I, 


IME, the present; place, New York city. 
Honoria, the heroine, was fair and proud 
and wealthy. Cecil Augustus, the hero, 

was manly and handsome and poor. 
CuHaprTer II. 


They met by chance. 


CuaPTER III, 
To him love came swift as the lightning 


flash. 
CHAPTER IV. 


Not so with her. Heart was flinty. 


CHAPTER V. 
He did not let concealment feed on his da- 
mask cheek, but promptly told his love. 


CuaptTer VI. 
She laughed his love to scorn. 


CuaptTer VII. 
After being rejected, he went West to make 
his fortune as a book-agent. 


Cuaprer VIII. 


She flirted, and danced, and fished for a 
wealthy husband. 


Cuaprer IX, 
Five years rolled away. 


CHAPTER X. 
A financial crash came; Honoria’s papa 


** busted.” 
CHAPTER XI, 


Meanwhile Cecil Adolphus had sold nearly 
100,000,000,000 copies of ‘“The Lamplighter’s 
Revenge, or the Bloody Demon of the Prai- 


ries.” 
CHAPTER XII. 


Reduced to poverty, Honoria was compelled 
to earn her living by bossing a sewing-machine. 
CuaptTer XIII. 

Rolling in wealth, Cecil Adolphus returned 


to New York. 
CHAPTER XIV. 


Sauntering up Broadway in the early morn- 
ing, he met Honoria, who was wending her 


way to her daily toil. 
CHAPTER XV. 


He—“ Aha, ’tis she!” 
She—“ Can that be he?” 
They clasp hands. 


CHAPTER XVI, 

He did a tale unfold. 

CuapTeR XVII. 

Her heart opened for him; not on account 
of his wealth or her poverty, but because— 
well, because— 

CuHaprer XVIII. 

He was better than nothing, and she scooped 
him in. 

CHAPTER XIX. 

Hugging and kissing! Num! num! 

CHAPTER XX. 
Wedding-bells. 
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REVIEWS OF SOME BOOKS. 





ComMERCE STATISTICS, 8vo. This interest- 
ing work is a masterpiece of figures, both of 
speech and arithmetic. Though it contains but 
few lightning flashes of wit, it bristles all over 
with incandescent coruscations of solid facts, 
The author is somewhat inclined to be prosy, 
and is much given to long dissertations on sub- 
jects about which the general reader cares but 
little. Who would give a cent, for instance, 
to know the exact amount of spruce-gum im- 
ported by Equador, or the precise number of 
fine-tooth combs consumed in Japan? Of what 
earthly use is it to be informed of the fact that 
the tonnage of Duluth is a couple of hundred, 
or the depth of water on the bar at Passama- 
quoddy Bay at low tide is eight feet and three 
and a quarter inches? Suppose it is—then 
what? But, aside from these demerits, it savors 
of utility. It might be of great advantage in 
public schoois, on account of the numerous 
examples it contains in simple addition. Half 
a dozen pages might be given out to be learned 
by the scholars, to enlarge their understanding 
and cultivate their memory. The idea of em- 
ploying it for purposes of physical correction 
or mental punishment to children will at once 
suggest itself to every parent and teacher. The 
work will prove a great addition to any library, 
chiefly on account of the space it will occupy. 
It will be an admirable companion for its lite- 
rary cousin, ‘‘ The Patent Office Report,” and 
will hold its own against such interesting works 
as “‘ The Congressional Globe” and the “‘ Doc- 
umentary History of New York.” The book 
is especially recommended to novel-readers 
who desire to break up the habit of reading 
fictitious works. Faithfully used for this pur- 
pose, it will accomplish the object sought so ef- 
fectually, that not only will the desire for read- 
ing novels speedily cease, but with it also all 
taste for each and every kind of other litera- 
ture. People lacking determination had better 
not try the experiment. The work can be ob- 
tained in a short time from any dealer in paper- 
rag stock. If not, your resident Member of 
Congress will put you in a way to enter in and 
take possession of it. 

R, Crusor. 12mo. De Foe. The first 
thing observable about this meritorious work is 
that it is bound in half calf, the whole animal, 
it is to be presumed, being unnecessary. It is 
written in an attractive manner and is fairly 
entertaining. There are very few long words 
in it, and the hard ones are conspicuously brief. 
It can be easily read and fully understood. In 
this respect it has an unspeakable advantage 
over many unwieldy tomes which are largely 
composed of tautological verbiage, redundant 
amplifications and attempted rhetorical cli- 
maxes, the reader of which can ill afford the 
time necessary to unravel the recondite inter- 
pretation of such a conglomeration of unremit- 
ting abstruseness, It is always better to express 
the few ideas you may have as simply as possi- 
ble. The book is one of a series that makes a 
young man approaching the tender and dan- 
gerous years of ten lose all his appetite for din- 
ner, and want to buy a gun and go off on a 
canal-boat or somewhere, and rouses within 
him a fierce desire to play truant and be some- 


body. Whatever facts are related can be re- 





lied upon to the furthest confines of veracity. 
Many of the incidents are very dramatic, and 
some absolutely thrilling. We are told in one 
place that Mr. Crusoe and a friend of his, a 
Mr. Friday, put to flight no less than three thou- 
sand of the inhabitants of a neighboring island, 
whose occupants had a decided penchant to- 
ward anthropophagy. In another place are nar- 
rated several experiments in agriculture and the 
resuits of the undertaking. If only a fourth of 
what is told in the volume be true, Mr. Crusoe 
can be set down as one of the most remarkable 
men of the age. The book will undoubtedly 
meet with a large and persistent sale. 


Heart-THrRogs. P. 120. 16mo. Blue and 
gold. Miss Ann Thrope. This bewitching 
volume is evidently intended to be read. It is 
dedicated ‘‘To all Ye Yearners and Strivers 
after Unquenchableness.” ‘The author makes 
her first appearance in the sea of literature 
(and long may she wave), and forcibly recalls 
to mind Byron’s well-known lines: 


** You’d scarce expect one of my age, would you?” 


There are some dainty little poems in the 
volume, a few exquisite gems, and a small num- 
ber of literary diamonds. It must be confessed, 
however, that Miss Thrope might have ex- 
pressed herself somewhat more clearly in many 
places. What does she mean by saying (page 
62, fourth line from the bottom): 


**On bounding billows:rough and deep 
My irksome steed with toil I leap, 
While from the mystic forest’s dome 
The whispers of the breakers come. 
Far far, beneath the light of day, 

*Mid clash of arms in war’s array, 

I lay me down in peace to sleep— 
Dread silence now my eyelids steep”—-? 


What is meant by riding a tired horse out on 
the ocean, while the sound of the waves comes 
from the forest? How could silence steep her 
eyelids while she peacefully reclined in a dark 
spot, with a battle going on in the neighbor- 
hood ? 

The following lines might be rendered more 
lucid by a gentle explanation (page 90—up at 
the top): 

** Living, dying, 
Sitting, flying, 

Oh, a-weary me! 
Doubting, hoping, 
Moving, moping, 

This is constancy. 


‘¢ Living, being, 
Looking, seeing, 

Oh, a-weary me! 
Running, walking, 
Speaking, talking, 

This is constancy.” 


There are thirty-two verses in this poem, 
which prevents its full insertion in this article; 
and this is to be regretted, for it is probable 
that the writer’s meaning might be extracted 
from the other thirty stanzas that lack of space 
precludes us from quoting. 

A feeling of sadness appears to have come 
over the author which her soul could not, or, 
at all events, did not, resist. It bears its im- 
press in the titles of many of her poems, such 
as ‘‘ Death’s Mystery,” ‘‘ The Blighted Monk,” 
‘‘Sorrow Stricken Dumb,” ‘“‘ The Wounded 
Parrot,” etc., etc. The book, we have no 
doubt, will find purchasers among the friends 
of the family. 

Jo SepHus. Handy Volume Series. It is 
seldom that the publishers have given to the 
world a work of fiction so admirable as this. 
It is such a decided improvement upon the 
average modern novel, that, in all probability, 





the sale will be immense. It leaves the devious 
by-paths of romance and sickly sentiment, and 
rolls along a tramway exclusively its own. The 
story opens at a very early period, and pro- 
ceeds by easy stages down to the time of the 
author. The transition from ancient times to 
those more modern is simply perfect. It is 
written very brilliantly, and the story is ex- 
tremely fascinating. The plot isnot deep, but 
is’admirably adapted to the novel, and the dé- 
noiiment, while thrilling, has an air of proba- 
bility that is decidedly refreshing. ‘The char- 
acters are remarkably well portrayed, and are 
as well defined as a clear-cut cameo, The book 
is not recommended for children, on account 
of the nervous excitement liable to be pro- 
duced in the juvenile brain. As a gift from a 
Sunday-school teacher to her dear pupil, Ma- 
tilda Jane, or as a reward of merit for John 
Henry from his kind instructor, it would be 
apt to bea failure. But for nice old ladies, 
whose time is of no particular consequence, it 
would be precisely the kind of book certain to 
be satisfactory. The author is evidently a man 
of genius, and has a keen perception of what 
he is writing about. The publishers announce 
that this is the latest work from his pen, and that 
on account of other engagements, it will be im- 
possible for him to enter again the field of lite- 
rature, Let us make the most of him while we 
are able. 

KNIGHTS OF ARABIA; Or, THE ARABIAN 
Nicuts. This work appears to be a treatise on 
the manners and customs of one of the Asiatic 
tribes. Such treatises are always interesting to 
the student of history, and where the informa- 
tion afforded is truthful, much may be learned 
by its perusal. That the book is charmingly 
written will be manifest by reading it, but, 
alas, it is to be feared that the truth will have 
to be sought after outside of the gaudily-bound 
volume, To speak mildly, having a due regard 
for the feelings of the writer, the book is an 
unqualified falsehood from beginning to end. 
The only exhibition of good sense throughout 
the work is the fact that it is an anonymous 
publication. It is somewhat painful to designate 
it as a living lie, but such it evidently is, 

If we should say that it is devoted entirely 
to stories of necromancy; of marvelous giants 
and wonderful dwarfs, of magical transitions 
and astonishing occurrences—in short, that it 
contains all that can be imagined as happening 
in a No-man’s Land governed by enchantment, 
where the laws of nature were powerless, and 
even chance itself set at defiance, we might be 
the unfortunate means of inducing some one 
to purchase a copy of the book. But such is 
not our design, and as we know our duty bet- 
ter, not the slightest hint as to the contents of 
the volume shall be thrown out to entrap the 
unwary. 

It is hardly to be supposed that the American 
public will take kindly to such swill-milk of lit- 
erature, but lest, by flaming advertisements and 
purchased newspaper notices, the people be be- 
guiled into reading it, it is the unquestionable 
duty of all conscientious journalists to sound 
the tocsin of alarm and stand with tower-like 
strength before the brazen gates of falsehood, 
that none may enter there. Don’t goto Smith’s 
book-store and purchase a copy, elegantly 
bound and handsomely illustrated, for only one 
dollar, if it 7s the cheapest and most entertain- 
ing book-of the age! For the sake of the chil- 
dren, who will find it the most fascinating work 
that ever gladdened little hearts and made 
bright eyes beam with pleasure, let it alone! 
Give them a geography, a Latin lexicon, a 
spelling-book, a grammar-——anything, every- 
thing, rather than the ‘‘Arabian Nights,” 

To say more would only be the means of in- 
creasing the length of this article. Enough 
has been said to reflect upon, and why pursue 
the harrowing theme? 
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THE HIGHLANDS. 


ql Cui some of Saratoga sing, 

Its pleasant inland graces; 

Or on Newport their praises ring, 
Where Fashion’s chiefest place is ; 

Let others rave about Cape May, 
Or Coney, Queen of Islands; 

J choose to sing a modest lay 
In praise of Jersey Ilighlands. 


Here have we river, sea and rock 
In glorious combination; 
Cliffs that have stood the ocean’s shock 
Since this old world’s foundation; 
With glad green hills, a-thick with wood, 
And view of many islands; 
I'd spend my lifetime, if I could, 
In our New Jersey Highiands. 


Its valleys green, its mountain caps, 
Its hoary cliffs gigantic, 
’Gainst which the river gently laps, 
Or raves the hoarse Atlantic; 
Ravine and glade, and meadow rare— 
Search distant or search nigh lands, 
You’ll hardly find a place more fair 
Than our New Jersey Highlands. 


The keen-eyed fish-hawk cleaves the air; 
Yawls on the swell are tossing; 

The ferryboats, with burdens fair, 
Are crossing and re-crossing; 

The Seadird puffs longside the pier— 
I would that these were my lands, 

I'd make my home with some one dear, 
In our New Jersey Highlands. 


The children roll among the sand; 
The cows are in the clover; 

And Jack and Lizzie, hand in hand— 
Where amorous vines hang over— 

Are making love, as millions more, 

* In distant and in nigh lands, 

Are doing too, by sea and shore, 
As well as in the Highlands. 


Out on the sea the great ships sail, 
With white-winged yacht and schooner; 
The sailor’s joys I’d not assail, 
But, for myself, I’d sooner— 
That is, if any choice were mine— 
Be Jack upon the dry lands 
With Lizzie ’neath the amorous vine, 
Here in New Jersey Highlahds. 


Or in the surf with One I know— 
’Tis useless to dissemble— 
When most to me she clings—just so— 
With sweet fear all a-tremble; 
I vow, were I their lord, with power 
O’er twice ten thousand islands, 
I’d give them all for ¢a¢ one hour 
With Her in Jersey Highlands. 
JOHN FRASER. 








“"AULD SCOTLAND YET.” 


—_— 


4 CH, Sandy, man, and iss that yer- 
sel’? And I’ll be glad too see you. 


And hoo are you?” 

“‘Brawly, Tonald, brawly; conseedering the 
preesent deplorable condeetion of trade and 
the maist lameenteeble falling off of the Loch- 
fyne herring fishery.” 

“*Weel, weel, Tonald; let that flea stick tae 
the wa’. A’m re-al glad tae see ye, man, and 
I wa’d gladly stand ye a ha’f ’un—for, to tell 
the god’s truth, I was wanting yun masel’—but 





I heen’a got a shulling. But maybe ye have got 
yersel ?” 

‘*1’ll no be denyin’ that I hev yun,” replied 
Sandy cautiously, “but it’s the last yun, for 
a’m sair putten doon the noo, hevin’ lost two 
shullins’ on the Paisley Races last summer. But 
come awa’, man; come awa’, and we'll get a 
gill from the Major.” 

So to Major Manson’s the two worthies ad- 
journed to revel in a gill of Glenlivet, but the 
Major had just left for the Caledonian Games. 

A’ weel,”’ said Sandy, jalousing he had now 
a chance of saving his shilling, ‘‘ we had better 
gang tae the games too; more by token that it’s 
just there I was going.” 

‘¢ And so wass I,” exclaimed his friend, and 
the worthy pair straightway made for the near- 
est up-town street car, for as he wisely remark- 
ed, ‘‘They eelevated cars are just a dam’d 
swindle, and though they occasionally go a 
wee bit faster than the street ones they’re awfu’ 
dangeerous and expensive,” 

So in the course of an hour or so our two 
friends found themselves at Jones’s Wood in the 
presence of several thousand stalwart country- 
men, many of them arrayed in the Garb of Old 
Gaul—a sort of new-fangled version of the Garb 
of Young Eve. And hadn’t they the fun? 
Maybe no. And didn’t Sandy come out strong ? 
Maybe no. And didn’t Geordie Davidson 
throw the heavy hammer 104 ft. 8 in.—the 
best throw on record (according to the Hera/d, 
which ought to be an-authority on Scottish 
matters and Scotch athletics in particular)? 
Maybe no. And didn’t W. Robertson— a son- 
in-law of Laurie’s by the way [‘‘ye mind Lau- 
rie, the great pedestrian, byciclist and print- 
er?”] vault 9 ft. 1034 in.? Maybe no, 

But I’ve left myself so little space that I can- 
not enter into details—or should I say—de 
kilts? Suffice it that the Games were a brilliant 
success, as the critical Mr. Puck himself was 
forced to acknowledge, all despondent though 
he was—until the ‘‘whuskey” revived him—at 
the absence of Mr. and Mrs, Lorne, Chaplain 
Beecher and his friend, the Hon. F, Fitznoodle. 

But Sandy and Donald’s pleasure was unal- 
loyed, though their whiskey was mixed, and after 
winding up the day in the cosy parlor of rhe 
Caledonian Club, Sandy was heard to declare 
as he judiciously meandered home at an hour 
in the morning that shall be nameless, .that 
“the Hera/d wash—ver’sh—right; the shtreets 
wass—versh—bad; an’ the pavements— wass 
—worsh,—they never’sh—couldsh — keepsh— 
shtraight.” 





IAN FRISHELLACH. 








CHILLING, 








He.—Here let me kneel and— 
SHE.—Ottoman to kneel in that way? 


PREACHER AND POLITICIAN. 

HE result of Mr. Conkling’s recent con- 

vention at Saratoga must have furnished’ 

to the Rev. Henry Ward Beecher food 

for reflection. How he must regret that he 

was not created a politician instead a minister 

of the gospel, that his fervid eloquence might 

have awakened the echoes in the Senate Cham- 

ber of Washington instead of in Plymouth 
Church, 

If Fate had so willed it, who knows but that 
Mr. Beecher, in. spite of his alleged worldly 
actions, might have acquired even greater pop- 
ularity than he at present possesses? Who 
knows but that he might have been President 
of the United States, or at least have had as 
much influence as Senator Roscoe Conkling 
wields over his followers? 

It is indeed unfortunate that, notwithstand- 
ing our boasted freedom, certain professions 
among us are precluded from enjoying it to 
the fullest extent. This is not right; it is un- 
just to many noble and aspiring spirits. 

What is sauce for the Senator is not oint- 
ment for the pastor, according to our code of 
morals, 

While a great politician may visit a diminu- 
tive Eastern State and make a senatorial call 
on the family of a prominent ex-official, with 
no further risk than the chance of his manly 
form affording temporary lodgment for a 
charge of buckshot, the great preacher is 
scarcely permitted to make a few innocent pas- 
toral calls without a puritanical public finding 
fault and doing its best to besmirch his reputa- 
tion. On the one hand we have Mr. Conkling, 
after his amusing little Canonchet escapade, 
fashioning the clay of the Saratoga Conven- 
tion to his own sweet will, and rearing his proud 
head aloft, his ambrosial curls falling in reck- 
less profusion over his noble brow. 

On the other, the Rev. Henry Ward, rather 
abashed after his peculiar exploits, and seeking 
in vain, by all sorts of methods, to put a glim- 
mer of polish on his tarnished character. 

The moral is that it is much better to be a 
politician than a preacher. 








Answers Foy the Anions. 


ARTHUR Lot.—Oblige us with your address. 

HASELTINE.—She will positively let you know next 
week, 

H. T. McGratu, Albany.—‘‘ What agreement will 
we make with you for your furnishing an article weekly 
in the style of Gilbert’s “Bab Ballads” ? We’ll give 
you $2,500 a month. A new Gilbert is just what we 
have been looking for, We thought that style of writer 
didn’t average much more than one to the century; but it 
seems we were mistaken. Send on your “articles.” 
P.S.—By the way, why didn’t you enclose the sample 
you spoke of ? There was nothing in the envelope with 
your letter except a sheet of idiotic doggerel that we 
suppose some enemy of yours had slipped in. It couldn’t 
have been yours, and we don’t think ‘it was Gilbert’s. 
How is this ? 

B. NEwcomB.—The advertising columns of the press 
are open to all comers of decent business repute. We 
can no more properly cast out an advertisement that is 
not on the face of it immoral or fraudulent, than A. T. 
Stewart & Co. can refuse to sell goods to a notoriously 
bad character who comes with cash in his hand. Such 
a policy would benefit no one, unless it were the result of 
an agreement among the whole press of the country; and 
newspapers have no right to join together for the private 
censorship of morals. We have to fight with editorials 
and cartoons, and not with counting-house rules. And 
as to the question of self-interest, we think we have 
taken, in our treatment of the lottery business, about the 
very most effectual way of showing that the advertiser 
doesn’t own ¢his paper. 
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ARCHIE GASCOYNE 


A ROMANCE OF SKYE. 


WRITTEN EXPRESSLY FOR PUCK, 
BY 


JOHN FRASER, 


AUTHoR OF 
‘* Effie: a Tale of Two Worlds;” ‘Essays from the Westminster;” ‘Duncan Fenwick’s Daughter; ” 
‘Fair Fragoletta;” ‘‘ Scottish Chapbooks;” ‘*A Dream of a Life;” 
. ** Legends of Lorne;” “ Lone Glengartney,”’ 
etc., etc., etc. 


. (Continued.) 

7 OWN, although somewhat enfeebled and 
stiff with age, was yet an admirable horse- 
man, and had more strength and vitality 

in him than many men of not half his years. 
He was what is popularly called ‘‘tough,” and 
the ride on which they had now set out was ad- 
mirably calculated to put his toughness to the 
test. 

The road, though, like most English high- 
ways, well metalled and broad, was yet very 
uneven, being over hilly, not to say mountain- 
ous ground, and full of long, stiff, and exceed- 
ingly steep braes. 

The rain, too, had softened it considerably, 
as the riders could feel by the mud and water 
splashing against their legs, and occasionally 
even against their faces. 

Finally, it was almost pitch dark,and though 
John knew every inch of the ground and was 
aided by the lantern, it did not save him from 
an occasional and awkward divergence into a 
ploughed field or an ugly ditch. 

But Archie minded none of these things. 
The rain beat against his face in pelting gusts; 
the mud splashed him from head to foot; his 
good horse more than once stumbled belly- 
deep into a ditch, but Archie hardly seemed 
conscious of these things. His mind was in 
one wild whirl of confusion; out of the surging 
tide of which one thought alone made itself dis- 
tinct and prominent—onward. Every stride 
forward was “‘it’’ left a stride behind; every 
mile onward was a mile in the direction of 
safety. 

So, with set teeth and determined face, he 
neither spoke nor moved, except occasionally 
to shout to his guide to put on more speed, or 
to touch the reeking flanks of his mare with his 
spurs. 

When they had gone about three-quarters of 
the way, however, an accident happened that 
threatened to cut their journey short. John’s 
mare stumbled, fell and pitched the old man 
over its head several feet, his hat flying off into 
the darkness and his lantern smashing into 
a thousand bits against the dyke. 

So sudden was the fall that, had Archie not 
been the horseman he was, he too would have 
caught a cropper, and it was all he could do 
to rein up his horse in time to save it stumbling 
over the other. 

To dismount was the work of an instant, but 
quick as he was, the fallen horse was on its feet 
as soon as he, and though trembling greatly, 
stood quiet and still. The next thing was to 
raise the old man. 

‘Pray God,” thought Archie, “he is not 
killed. “Twas a terrible fall.” 

Luckily the old man was zof killed, and when, 
after much groping, Archie discovered him, 
being directed towards him by the sound of 
his groans, John was sitting placidly on a heap 
of soft earth by the road-side. 

‘* How do you feel, John ?” said Archie anx- 
iously as he took his head between his hands. 





“‘ Vera bad,” moaned the old man. 

‘“¢ This is terrible,” groaned Archie. ‘‘ What 
on earth’s to be done ?” 

‘*Gie me the bottle,” was the faint reply. 

A long and a straight pull followed, and John 
sighed as he handed back the bottle—for it was 
more than half done. 

‘*T feel better noo, sir; but my guid lantern’s 
gone tae smash, and what'll we dae withoot a 
licht? Is the mare hurt ?” 

‘**T don’t think so, but if you get up I’llstrike 
a light, if I can, and we'll see.” 

But the wind and the rain made it impossible 
for Archie to get a light, and he gave up the 
attempt as fruitless. John, however, was more 
successful. 

“I cud licht a spunk,” said he, “ though I 
was stan’ing on the tap o’ Ardnamurchan Point 
in a nor’-wast gale.” 

The result of their examination was, on the 
whole, satisfactory. The mare, barring a slight 
scratch on the off knee, was unhurt, and 
the portmanteaus—for they had divided the im- 
pedimenta between them—had escaped with 
what the gardener called ‘‘a few inseegneefi- 
cant clures.” The rain, too, had begun to 
moderate and daylight to break, so in a shorter 
time than one could have supposed possible, 
they were enabled to resume their way. 

They had, however, lost nearly half an hour, 
and when, in the dull gray of a drizzly morn- 
ing, they galloped through Portree towards the 
pier, it wanted only a minute or two of three. 

Archie’s excitement was now worked up to a 
pitch of painful intensity. 

** Do you think she’s away, John ?” 

‘* Maybe aye and mayby no,” was the cau- 
tious reply. ‘‘ We’ll ken in a minute.” 

As he spoke they turned the corner and the 
pier was in sight. 

‘‘All right, John; there she is, and yonder’s 
the Clansman, Thank God!” 

But they were none too soon, after all, and 
Archie had barely time to give John his parting 
instructions and his £5, the bell rang and the 
ropes were thrown off. 

“‘ Remember, John, not a word of this to a 
living soul.” 

“‘As God’s my judge, Meester Archibald, I’ll 
no breathe a word.” 

‘** Goodbye, then, John, and God bless you.” 

‘‘Goodbye, Meester Airchibald, an’ the same 
tae you. Ye’re a braw lad, an’ I hope ye hevna 
got into any harm this nicht, but waes me””— 
and the old man turned off muttering to him- 
self. 

Meanwhile Archie had leaped on board, hav- 
ing first tossed in his traps before him, and was 
proceeding to mount the paddle-box when a 
rough voice roared in his ear: 

‘An’ whar will you be going, my fine young 
lad? Do ye no ken this is a luggage-boat ?” 

Archie turned, surprised, to find himself con- 
fronted by a rough-looking, stumpy, broad- 
shouldered man, in a huge, rough pilot-coat 
and a great fur-cap. By the light of the lamp 





he could just make out, under the shadow of 
the shaggy head-gear, a broad, round, bronzed, 
jolly-looking, weather-beaten face. 

‘* The Captain, I presume ?”’ 

‘“‘That’s me, sir,” replied the other less gruffly, 
because he felt instinctively that he was in the 
presence of a gentleman. 

** Well, Captain, I beg pardon for this in- 
trusion. I thought you took passengers at times, 
and I’ll make it worth your while to take me.” 

** Weel, weel, sir, there’s nae use objectin’ 
noo, ony way; but I canna promise ye muckle 
comfort. What there is of that commodity, 
however, is at yer service.” 

** Thank you,” replied our hero. 

‘An’ whar’ll ye be going till?” continued the 
Captain. 

“IT don’t know. Tobermory, Oban, any- 
where.” 

The Captain stared at him in amazement; 
took a second and then a third look at him, 
and finally gasped out: 

But there’s the Clansman—it leave. in an 
hour or two, and will be at Tobermory long 
before us.” 

‘I know that, but for special reasons prefer 
your own boat for boat, and yourself for cap- 
tain, Captain.” 

“Weel, weel; there’s nae accoontin’ for 
tastes, and, as I’ve said, we’ll do oor best tae 
mak ye comfortable. An’ noo forgie me, I 
maun tae the quarter-deck.”’ 

‘‘Again I thank you, Captain, and now, as I 
feel tired, I’ll go below.” 

But before he went he took one last view of 
the little village where he had met Aer first— 
her whom he never hoped to see again. 





CHAPTER XXII. 


‘A day of dread suspense and cruel agony; 
With strange surmises and suspicions fraught,” 


At the breakfast-table next morning the 
company was so small as to excite general no- 
tice. 

‘‘ Why, where has everybody gone to this 
morning ?”’ exclaimed Mrs, Macdonald, glanc- 
ing round the table. 

‘* Last noight’s rain was too much for thim, 
perhaps,” said Bob; ‘I never knew Archie to 
be much behoind the breakfast-gong, or any 
other summons to the festive board.” 

“And Maggie?” interpolated the master of 
the house himself, “‘and Macleod, and Mlle. 
Thollier ?” 

‘‘QOh, as to cousin,” exclaimed Effie, ‘‘ he 
doesn’t count. He comes and goes as he likes; 
to-day in Skye and to-morrow en route for 
Kamschkatka, or some other outlandish place.” 

As she was speaking one of the housemaids 
entered the room. 

‘¢ Some one waiting for Dr. Macdonald,”’ she 
said, with a keen look at Bob—a look which, 
he could almost swear, told him as plainly as 
ever eyes did, that she wished to see him alone. 
The Doctor immediately rose, with a sigh. 

‘Some one for me, is it? Faith, then, it 
puzzles me to think who that can be. If, now, 
it had been Glasgow or Dublin, the tailor might 
—but, well, we’ll say no more about it. Mrs, 
Macdonald, will you koindly excuse me for two 
minutes ?” 

*‘ Certainly, Doctor.” 

Receiving which gracious assurance, Bob 
left the room. 

‘“* This way,” said the maid, between whom 
and the too-susceptible Doctor there had more 
than once passed certain little amatory greet- 
ings— purely platonic, however—‘‘ this way, 
Doctor, where we won’t be either seen or 
heard,’ and she led the way hurriedly to the 
housekeeper’s private sitting-room, 

** God bless me!”’ cried her astonished com- 
panion, ‘“ what’s wrong? Who is it? What 
is it ?” 
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“* Get in there,’’ was all the satisfaction he re- 
ceived, as she literally shoved him into the 
room, and then locked the door behind her. 

‘* Heavens! is she going to take advantage 
of its being leap-year ?” thought the astonished 
and thoroughly mystified Bob. But he only 
said: 

. ‘And now, Mary darlint, what’s the mean- 
ing av all this ?” 

“ That’s the meaning,” she said, handing 
him a letter. 

“* Well, what of that, Mary?” he said, re- 
cognizing the handwriting. ‘‘ This is only Mr. 
Campbell’s writing. What’s all the mystery 
about ?”’ 

‘* Perhaps,” said she, “ you might find out if 
you opened the letter and read it. But I can’t 
help thinking it’s something serious.” 

** Serious ?” 

“Yes, sir. Do you know”—and here she 
dropped her voice to the faintest whisper— 
‘that Mr. Campbell”—for the domestics still 
continued to call him by his assumed name, 
‘*was never in his bed last night?” 

‘*Ts the girl mad ?” 

“No, sir; I’m not mad; and more than 
that, there’s none of his things in his room, 
so he must have packed them up and gone 
away. And—and—you won’t be angry at me, 
sir? but I thought the letter might be import- 
ant, and—and that you mightn’t like to get it 
in presence of the family.” 

“Ye’re a good girl, and a wise one, too, 
Mary,” said Bob with empressement, as he tore 
open the letter and read it. What his thoughts 
were he took good care to keep to himself; but 
if ever bewilderment and fear were depicted 
on human face, they were on his, and Mary saw 
it in terror. 

‘*What has happened, Doctor?” she cried, 
in her excitement laying hold of his sleeve. 

‘*Nothing, Mary, nothing,’ was the reply; 
‘¢ only be sure and say nothing about this until 
I see you again.” 

Another moment and he was rushing up- 
stairs to Archie’s room, while the breakfast 
company were wondering what was keeping 
him, and Gleninver, with true Highland hos- 
pitality, was advising that the mysterious 
visitor be invited to breakfast. 

(To be continued.) 











Puck's Pechanges. 





Tue baby rolls upon the floor, 
Kicks up his tiny feet, 

And pokes his toes into his mouth— 
Thus making both ends meet. 


The dog, attached to a tin pail, 

' Goes howling down the street, 

And, as he madly bites his tail, 
He maketh both ends meet. 


The butcher slays the pensive pig, 
Cuts off his ears and feet, 
And grinds them in a sausage big— 
Thus making both ends meet. 
—Hackensack Republican. 





THERE is no barrel of clams however watched 
and tended 
But one bad clam is there. 
There is no tub of butter howsoe’er com- 
pounded 
But has its lock of hair. 
: — Oil City Derrick. 


A Troy burglar lost his liberty and his plun- 
der by stopping to kiss the sleeping mistress of 
the house he had ransacked. He says the next 
time he will be content with the booty and let 
the beauty alone.—Vorristown Herald. 


Mrs. SmitH of New York, according to the 
Herald, stole a wash-tub to keep her children 
from starving. A family that can dine satisfac- 
torily off a wash-tub must be reduced to the 
very lowest extremity.— Buffalo Express. 


‘“‘ Ir Lincoln had not died,” exclaimed a po- 
litical orator, “ what would he have been to- 
day?” “Alive,” sadly ventured a timid-looking 
man on a back seat, and the tide of eloquence 
was momentarily checked.— Burlington Hawk- 
eye. 

“Puck” should be put into pantaloons. 
Small clothes of ‘‘ crayon ’’—now that he has 
become so strong and healthy—are, to say the 
least of it, inadequate. A modest suggestion 
to the Editor.—Madison Square Garden Pro- 
gramme, 


A younc gentleman who has just returned 
from a tour through the mountains and along 
shore, remarks: ‘‘ It’s queer that whatever sum- 
mer hotel you go to you most always see some 
boarder that seems to run the hotel.— White 
Mountain Echo. 


ANOTHER good man at Fall River, Mass., has 
been speculating in futures and going wrong 
with other peoples’ money. The sort of futures 
these men are playing with will be determined 
after death, when the great hereafter is defined. 
—W. O. Picayune. 


A WOMAN may wear her hat knocked into any 
conceivable shape, and both herself and the 
hat are pronounced perfectly lovely; but just 
let a man jam in one side of the hat he wears, 
and he is at once proclaimed a first-class rowdy. 
— Toronto Graphic. 


THE White Mountain hotels are full of Mas- 
sachusetts school ma’ams, who act as waiters. 
When one of them looks at a guest through her 
glasses, and asks him if he will have another 
plate of hash in six languages, he is nearly para- 
lyzed.—S. F, Argonaut. 


WHEN Mrs. Hayes suggested to her husband 
at the cattle-show that he might study a drowsy 
Durham to get some ideas for a bull-dozing 
veto, Rutherford replied: ‘‘ My dear, don’t mar 
our recreation by continually calling to mind 
the shop.” — Boston Post. 


FRIEND to scientific authority—‘ Doctor, 
how is a man to tell a mushroom from a toad- 
stool ?” 

Scientific authority—“ By eating it. If you 
live, it is a mushroom; if you die, it is a toad- 
stool.” — Chicago Tribune (?) 


Iowa has a doctor who cures the disease 
known as shingles by cutting off the head of a 
cat and rubbing the blood upon the sores. 
How unerring is the feline instinct that drives 
the harmless, necessary cat to the roof o’ nights, 
to yield its best blood to heal the shingles !— 
Boston Transcript. 


THE tomato is masquerading about the 
market stalls under more a/iases than you can 
shake a stick. at. There are tomatoes, tor- 
marters, tommytoes, tomattuses, tommattoes, 
tormatoes, and the other day we heard a woman 
inquire, ‘‘ How d’ye sell yer tornadoes ?”— 
New Haven Register. 


Says Joaquin Miller, writing of the river 
Thames: ‘“ By the side of this great commer- 
cial artery of the earth broods London—broods 
and broods and broods.” He might have 
added, with equal force and truth, that it broods, 
and broods, and broods, and broods, and 
broods and broods, and broods, and broods.— 
Rockland Courier. 


THE MUSHERY. 

Ellen McAroon: ‘‘ How do you clean tin- 
ware ?” writes this young lady. What on earth 
are you giving us?. We don’t clean tin-ware at 
all. We don’t do anything but write pretty 
things. 

Mollie McGuire wants to know “ what is the 
prevailing color in boys’ stockings?” Well, a 








gray slate-shade of a heavy drab color, with 
deeper tints of old brown and leather shades 
at the heel and toe. ; 

P. Phelps: Allis forgotten and there is no- 
thing to forgive. You can come down in the 
morning without a tremor. We would send 
you a token of reconciliation, but somebody 
got at it last night, and this morning there isn’t 
a solitary drop in it. 

Jennie Mc Gilvery says she ‘‘cuts her tomatoes 
in two and fries them slawly on both sides in 
butter and lard.” Well, now, Jennie, who un- 
der the sun cares if you do? They’re your 
own tomatoes, aren’t they? You have a right 
to slice them into and dry them in lard, or you 
can sit down on them, or you can fire them 
against the end of your neighbor’s barn to see 
them “‘bust.”” We set ours out on the cistern 
box for five minutes the other day, and a hun- 
gry tramp came along and ate them all up. 
This is a household department, but if it is to 
be filled up with accounts of what people do 
with their tomatoes, it might as well be shut up, 
for it has outlived its usefulness. 

Jabez Thistlepod wants to know if we can 
tell him ‘‘ how to preserve apples from the 
worms?”’ We can. Let a ten-year-old boy 
from town have the run of the orchard three 
days of the week. The worms will starve to 
death the second day of the first week. 

Mrs. Jannaker wants to know “what she 
shall do with her boys?” It depends a great 
deal on the number of them and on their ages. 
But we think you might roast the eldest, if there 
isn’t too much of him, and the others you can 
make into pemmican and keep for the winter. 

John Benamy has a horse, he writes, that is 
going blind, and wants to know what he shall 
do with him. Well, sell him to your pastor; 
he is probably a good, trustful man, and you 
can swindle him more easily than you could 
a regularly-ordained horse-jockey.— Burlington 
Hawkeye. 





A FEw nights ago a man in Brockville, who 
had been ill several weeks, shot and severely 
wounded.his physician. It is thought the sick 
man was delirious, but that is too gauzy. Ifthe 
physician were to die, an intelligent jury would 
soon determine that his patient shot him in self- 
defense.—LVorristown Herald. 


To tell the truth, we are surprised that the 
women folks show the amount of common sense 
they do. Young man, supposing you were told, 
say twenty times a day, how bright your eyes 
are, what magnificent tresses are yours, how 
enchanting your society is, how nicest, sweetest, 
best you are; how long, think you, before you 
would develop into the assiest kind of a jackass 
—always provided you were not one at the 
start >—Boston Transcript. 


THE remarkable unanimity that is so pleasant 
to observe between man and wife is nicely illu- 
strated by the following letters of same date: 
Up County, August 20. 
Dear John—I am going to stay another week. 
Am having a splendid time. 
Affectionately, JuLia. 
City, August 20. 
Dear Julia—You can stay another week. Am 
having a splendid time. 
Affectionately, Joun. 
For some reason or other, she concluded to 
pack up and start for home immediately, to see 
about his “splendid time.”—W. 4. Register. 
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“PuCcCEHE” On 


The Mummery of Masonry. 


A new Edition of Puck, No. 128, containing above 





Cartoon, has been published. 


Copies can be had from all Newsdealers. 





POND’S EXTRACT is the greatest known remedy for 
curing diseases of an inflammatory character and stopping hemor- 
thages. No household should be without it. Happiness goes 
hand in hand with health, therefore this beneficent agent does 
much for the people in never failing to inspire the afflicted with 
cheerful confidence, Where it is used in a family it is appreciated, 
because it does so much for its comfort. It is truly an exalted 
physician which never fails. Beware of imitations. Get the 
genuine. Take no other. 


ANGOSTURA BITTERS, 


An excellent appetizing Tonic of ee flavor now ot over 
the whole civilized world, cures Dyspepsia, Diarrhea, Fever and 
Ague, Colics and all disorders of the Disgestive organs. Try it, 
but beware of counterfeits. Ask your [oo or druggist for the 
genuine article, manufactured by J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 
—J. — U. 8. Sole Agent, 31 Es, P. O. Box, 2610, 
N. Y. ° 








NOT ON THURSDAY. 

**I can’t go with you on Thursday, it’s my day for the chills,”’ 
a gentleman said to his friend while standing in front of the Times 
office the other day. If he had stepped into the first drug store 
he came to, and bought a 25 cent box of Thermaline, he would 
have been able to make an appointment for that or any other day. 
Chills cannot stand before Thermaline, the only 25 cent Ague 
remedy in the world.—Kansas City Times, 





SOZODONT. To preserve the teeth and keep them pure 
and white, to prevent their decay, there is no preparation in the 
market equalto SCZODONT To preserve the gums in a natur- 
ally hard and healthy condition, there is no superior to SOZO- 
DONT. Te purify and sweeten ihe breath there is no rival to 
SOZODONT. For a perfect mouth there is no recipe like the use 
of SOZODONT. Consequently it is no wonder that the popularity 
of SOZODONT as a dentifrice has no bounds. All Druggists 
keep it. 


eee 5 Gas 50c., Sets $5.00, Fillings 50c} 
Dr. MICHAELIS, Bo East 4th St., near 2d Ave, 








G. H. MOMM & C0.’S CHAMPAGNE. 


mportation 1n 1878 


35,906 Cases, 





or 16,270 Cases MOFe 


than of any other brand. 





A YEAR and ‘ enses to eo a, aoe 
Address P. O. VICKERY, 


$77 


HOTEL BRIGHTON, 


BRIGH T ON BEACH, 
LH. BRESLIN, CONEY ISLAND. 


SWEET. } Proprs. 





Acrostic by the Poet Laureate. 


Cheerful tidings! Chills are banished! 

Hail elastic strength and youth! 

Into naught our woes are vanished, 

Noise abroad the glorious truth! 

Kindred ills that long did grieve us, 

All the frightful, ghastly train, 

Like a routed army leave us, 

Youth regenerate lives again, 

Pain and grief no more afflict us, 

Troubles waver, disappear; 

Up the flag of Chinkalyptus! 

Sold by druggists far and near. 
By apy open is put up in neat die-struck tin boxes containing 
pills at 25 ceuts per box, or $2.75 for family Bey a of One 

= Maucer & Perris, Wholesale Agents, New York, 




















The best Cigarette is the ‘Puck’ brand. 


Manufactured by B Poitakx, New York. 


Patents, Trade Marks 


are promptly secured by the Patent Office of 


PAUL GOEPEL, 


Staats-Zeitung Building, Tryon Row, New York. 





ADVICE AND PAMPHLET FREE. 


Goepel’s Classified Trademark-Record open to free in- 
spection. 


Publisher of ‘‘DER TECHNIKER,” a semi-monthly Journal, 
in the German Language, devoted to the progress of Science, In- 
vention and the Trades. Terms of Subscription: $1.40 per year, 
in Advance, including Postage. Sample copies free. 


CELEBRATED 
FOR THE MANUFACTURE 


Fine Silk Dress, Stiff 
and Soft 








FOR*GENTLEMEN’S WEAR. 


ORGAIN SS. 


= nificent New Piano Upright Parlor Organs 
et Golden Tongue Reeds; 5 Octaves; I2Stops; 2 
Kee Swells. Walnut case, warranted 6 years, Stool and Book, 
only $78. New 7 Octave Pianos, with Piano Cover. 
Stool & Book. only $143.75. ‘‘The most successful 
Business House On Earth.” Illustrated Newspaper (Autumn 
Number) sent free. Address, 
DANIEL F. BEATTY, Washington, N.J. 








COPYRIGETED. 
IMPORTER AND MANUFACTURER OF 


GENTLEMEN’ S HATS 


174 Fifth Ave., 169 Broadway, 


Between 22d and 23d Streets, Near Cortlandt Street, 
NEW YORK, 


SANDIPES, 





DIAMOND "3222 
6th Avenue Hotel. 
NO FANCY PRICES. 





Isaac Smiths Umbrellas 


INGHAM, 7 si....$1 00 
QUANAGO, Patented... 2.00 
SILK, Person frame ..... 260 


The Famed 
“AWEIGHTLESS”...- 4 00 


aa@ Any of the above sent by ex- 
press, securely packed, on receipt of 
price. 


2 COURTLANDT STREET, 
near Broadway. 


36 FULTON ST., near Pearl. 
104 BROADWAY, near Wall. 


Sr ee A a 
05 , near > 
ESTABLISHED A. D. (802. 

BROKMAHNE’S 

COMBINATION SHAVING APPARATUS. 




















Strap, Razor Case with Razor, Shaving Cup with Soap and 
Brush, All combined in One. 
This entirely new invention is the most useful and convenient 
article for gentlemen at home as well as traveling. 
Descriptive Circulars free by mail. 
A very large stock of the most celebrated Speed and Dia- 
mond Speer Razors, being Hamburg hollow 


ground. 
W. BROKHAHNE, 350 Canali St., N. ¥. 


0 LD & ~ FLIABLE VANITY FAIR FiakqCul. 
FRAGRANT VANITY FAIR 
TOBACCO AND CIGARETTES. Lone Cut. 

** MILD ’”’—Rare Old Virginia. “ HALVES ”""—Rare Old 
Perique and Virginia. New Combinations of these Fragrant 
Tobaccos. ALWAYS UP TO THE STANDARD. Six First 
Price Medals. Paris 1878. Peerless Tobacco Works. 


WM. S. KIMBALL & CO., 
Rochester, N. ¥. 








These old poor whose blood has become thin and steps feeble 
are praising Hop Bitters for the good they have done them. 


909 BROADWAY 909 


Near cn oi Street. 


CARAMELS 


A SPECIALTY. 


Fine Bonbons unexcelled for Excellence 
of Flavors and quality. 


NEW FRENCH FRUITS. 
VANILLA MOLASSES CANDY. 


Large Assortment of Fancy Boxes and Baskets. 

















Favors for the German of my own Importation. 


E. CREENFIELD. 








The “PUCK” CIGARETTE beats all. 


Manufactured by B. Pottax, New York. 





Try the “PUCK”? CIGARETTE, 


Manufactured by B. Pottax, New York. 





“PUCK” CIGARETTES are the best. 


Manufactured by B. Pottak, New York. 




















q 


J % 








* gTHAV. 104TH ST. AND oTH AV. 





LOUISIANA STATE LOTTERY. 
This Institution was regularly incorporated by the islature 
of the State for Educational and Charitable purposes in 1868, FoR 
THE TERM OF “Five YEARS, TO WHICH CONTRACT THE IN- 
VIOLABLE FAITH OF THE STATE IS PLEDGED, with a capital of 
fame 000, to which it has since added a reserve fund of $350,000. 
NEVER SCALES OR POSTPONES. 113th Monthly Grand 
Distribution, New Orleans, October 14th. 1857 prices, total, 
$110,400; capitals, $30,000, $10,000, $5,000, etc. 100,000 tickets, 
two pix“ halves, one ($1) dollar. Apply to M. A. DAU- 
PHIN, P. O. Box 692, New , La; or same person at 319 
Broadway, New York. 


Manhattan Elevated Railway. 
OPEN FROM 6:30 A. M. 70 12 P.M. 


RECTOR ST.—Nearest point for Wall street ferry, connects 
with cars for South ferry. 

CORTLANDT ST.—Nearest point for Jersey City and Com- 
munipaw ferries. 

PARK PLACE—Nearest point for Post Office, City Hall and 


Barclay street to Hoboken. 
CH ERS ST.—Nearest point for Pavonia and Erie Railway 





ferries. 

FRANKLIN ST. 

GRAND ST.—Nearest point for Desbrosses street ferry for Jer- 
sey City, and connecting with cars for Desbrosses and East Grand 
street ferries. 

BLEECKER ST.—Connects with cars for east and west. 

8TH ST.—Connecting with cars for Christopher street and 
East Tenth street ferries, 

14TH ST.—Connecting with cars for East Twenty-third and 
Thirty-fourth street ferries, 

23D ST.—Connecting with cars for Twenty-third street ferry 
be ersey City and East Thirty-fourth street ferry for Hunter’s 

oint. 

33D ST.—Connecting with cars for Weehawken ferry. 

42D ST.—Connects with New York Transfer Company’s cabs 
for Grand Central Depot. 

50TH ST. AND 6TH AV. 

58TH ST.—Sixth avenue entrance to Central Park, connecting 
with cars of Belt Line Railroad. 

a ST.AND8TH AVE. soTHST. ANDgTHAV. 72D 
ST. AND 9TH AV. 81ST ST. AND 9TH AV. 93D ST. AND 
‘OR UP-TOWN ‘TRAINS 


take east side stations. FOR DOWN-TOWN Trains take west 


side stations. 
Trains will run to 58th st. and 6th av, and rogth st. and gth av. 
alternately. 
Sunday Trains from 12:30 P. M, till 12 Midnight. 
FARE TEN CENTS, 
except between the hours of 5:30 and 7:30 A.M. and 5 and 7P.M., 
when the fare is 5 cents: 


WM. R. GARRISON, 


A. 


are the only 


HUNGARIAN 
Liquors and 


in the United States and: 
and personally attending to 
directly from the Wine-growers 
districts of Hungary, and are 
of Wines and Liquors for 
at reasonable prices. Orders 
be promptly attended to, and 


BRANCH: “Hotel Hungaria”, No 4 Union Square, 
WITH ELEGANT WINE ROOMS AND RESTAURANT. 
VA 


ELLER & BRO., 
135 & 37 Broad St., and 39 & 41 First Ave., 





ve 


Importers of ~ 2 


WINES, 
Crown Champagne, 


Canada, who are regularly 
the selection of their Wines 
in the most renowned Wine 
able to furnish the very best 
Family and Medicinal use, 
left at the above places will 
delivered free of charge. 

















Beaut 


porcelain 


SIZE, 
2 Cups... 


“ 


Cook 


1, 2, 3, 





THE FAMOUS 


Vienna Coffee Pot. 


ifully finished, of burnished brass, with burnished brass bow, 
base, porcelain handles to lamp and extinguisher, porcelain knob 


on cover and spout, and one brass and one glass cover. 


IMPORTED FROM VIENNA ONLY BY US. 


PRICE. SIZE. PRICE. 
hinnipeaeiiiensnte $5.00 i a 
vootetnte +ccqepeeis 5-75 BF venses vody gencesiegee Ge 
oviBbans +s ddgisad ane 6.75 ED SD . Josewn+ogsde<edegecere: See 

Rceneneabaeiioes 8.75 The Trade supplied. 


EDWARD D. BASSFORD, 


HOUSE FURNISHING STORES, 


China, Glass, Cutlery. Silverware, 
ing Utensils, Woodenware and Refrigerators, 


12, 13, 15, 16 and 17 Cooper Institute, N. Y. City. 





M. VAN BROCKLIN, 


Superintendent. 


MANHATTAN BEAGH. 


Gilmore’s Band and Levy Afternoon 
and Evening. 








Trains leave foot East 23d st. (crossing the river via steamer 
“Sylvan ane ae 9-45, 10.45, 11.15 A.M., and half-hourly 


thereafter to 8.45 P.M. 
Returning trains leave Manhattan Beach half-hourly for New 


York via Greenpoint to$ro.35 P M. 

Elevated Railroads run to South F: ary connecting with steamer 
“]). R. Martin’”’ hourly, from 9.25 A.M, to 8.25 P.M., via Bay 
Ridge. 

Steamers ‘‘Thomas Collyer’ and ‘‘Laura M. Starin”’ Jeave 
North River landings—From 22d st., 9.10, 10.25 A.M., then hourly 
to 8.25 P.M. Leroy st., 9.35 A.M., and hourly to 6.35 P.M. Pier 8, 


9.55 A.M., and hourly to 655 P.M. 
Returning trains leave Manhattan Beach for New York, via 


Bay Ridge, half-hourly to 10.40 P.M. 


Fhotographer, 
1162 Broadway, 










Vienna, Philadelphia 
AND 


American Institute Fair, New York. 


HAMANN & KOCH, 


Red No. 9 Maiden Lane, 
IMPORTERS OF 


FRENCH CLOCKS AND BRONZES, 


DEALERS IN AMERICAN AND SWISS WATCHES, 
DIAMONDS AND FINE JEWELRY. 
Leck for No. 9, nearest Broadway. 


CHEAPEST BOOK-STORE want. 


175,672 NEW and OLD Standard WORK 
Every Department of Literature. Almost given 
away. Catalogue of General Literature and fiction free. Immense 
Inducements to Book Clubs and Libraries. 
LECCAT BROS. 
3 BEEKMAN ST., OPP. POST-OFFICE, NEW YORK. 


Paralytic, nervous, tremulous old ladies are made perfectly 
quiet and sprightly by using Hop Bitters daily. 














ZERO MARX, 


Designer and Manufacturer of 


ENGRAVED METAL SIGNS, 


GLASS SIGNS, 
WIRE SIGNS, 


Druggists’ and Barbers’ Glass Labels and 
Glass Letters, 


EMBOSSING ON WHITE & COLORED GLASS, 


184 East Madison Street, 


CHICAGO, ILL. 
AND 


127 Market Street, 
ST. LOUIS, MO. 


NICOLL, the Tailor 


DU GEE cccenenece ceocs Lenesectedabe dada $3.00 to $10.00 
DOLE S CU dite dike oo esnn ce cacccek: cdcccuel '. $12.00 to $40.00 
Satisfaction Guaranteed. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


363 CANAL ST., NEW YORE, 
Manufacture Gold and Silver Medals and 











CORRECT TIME per TELEGRAPH. 


Comfort, Durability, 
Lightness and Elegance. 


THONET 


BROTHERS, 


Inventors and Manufacturers 
OF THE 
World Renowned 
AUSTRIAN 


BENT WOOD | 
Furniture. 


PrincipAL Depot FOR THF 
Untrep STATES: 


808 Broadway, 


NEW YORK, 
ESPECIALLY ADAPTED FUK 


HOTELS, RESTAURANTS, CAFES, etc. 


Price Lists and Cireulars Gratis, 
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= L.DEVENOGE, ~ 
uw -41 South William Street, New York. - 
x= CENERAL ACENT. ” 
j= For Sale b all the Principal Wine - 


Merchants and Grocers. 





DEN TAL ” OFFICE 


Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess 


162 West 23rd Street, bet. 6th and 7th Avenues, N. Y. 
Late 389 Canat Street. 





TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBL¥ CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours, For iculars address with susetnbe 
H. EICHHORN, No. 4 St. Marks Place, New York. 
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FALL NOVELTIES. 


Arnel, Constable & Co. 


Will offer this week, for the accommodation of 
strangers and others visiting the city, an entirely 
New and Choice Selection of 


PLAIN & FANCY SILKS, 


Plain & Brocade Velvets, 


PLUSHES, 


FINE ENGLISH AND FRENCH 


DRESS GOODS, 


PARIS COSTUMES. . 
AND WRAPS, 


CLOTHS, 
CASSIMERES & CLOAKINGS, 


PLAIN AND FANCY 


Hosiery, Underwear, 


&c., &c. 


Broadway, Cor. 19th Street. 


PPICH &co. 











TV EE 





TICKET OF FICE. 
‘Grand Extraordinary Drawing takes place Sept. 16th. 


CAPITAL A Half Million Spanish Dollars. 
Prizes, amounting to 1,350,000 SranisH Dotvars. 
Tickets, $100. Halves, $50. Fourths, $25. Fifths, $20. 

Tenths, $10. Twentieths, $s. 
Rates to Clubs and Agents on application. 

qh rae 9 DRAWING seereusen 

Leora AWAC'STa Teoseat! Ri 

Draws, ater ~~ pital 930,00. 


Tickets, oF 
ALL GERMAN ATE. ‘COTTERIES. 


a@ In writing orders $7, or information please state 
that you saw this in the English ‘‘Pucx.”’ 


SS 


YOU CAN BUY A WHOLE 


IMPERIAL AUSTRIAN 


100 FLORINS VIENNA CITY GOVERNMENT BOND, 


which Bonds — issued and secured by the Government, 
d are redeemed in NNUAI 
, OUR TIMES AN UALLY 
until each and every Bond is drawn NY: ger or smaller 
Premium. Every Bond must draw a KS. as there are 
O BLANK 
The three highest prizes amount to 
200,000 FLORINS, 
50,000 FLORINS, 
30,000 FLORINS. 
and Bonds not drawing’ one of the above Prizes must draw a 
Premium of not less than 
130 FLORINS, 


The next drawing takes place on the 


FIRST OF OCTOBER, 1879, 


and every Bond bought of us on or before the first of October 
is entitled to the whole premium that may be drawn thereon on 
that date. 
Out-of-town orders, sent in REGISTERED LETTERS and in- 
— $5, will secure one of these Bonds for the next drawing. 
For Orders, Circulars, or any other information address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 


150 BROADWAY, N. ¥. CITY, 
ESTABLISHED SINCE 1874 
N.B.—In writing, please state you saw this in the English Puck. 


102 NASSAU ST.NY 























With 








WAST BRIGHTON BEACH HOTEL, 
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Sales from Mee 1878—79 
From May 1, 1877—78 - 


INCREASED SALE 


~<z. BREWERY 100-48 EAST £ ; ( Y. = 


Or, 95, 140 a 










cr MEW YORK, 
<3 Ny ww Z/2 





asentt Be 80,000 
- Barrels 56, "215 
Barrels 23,785 








A. WERNER & CO., 308 Eapaway,. N.Y 


= Per Case, 12 Quarts, $7.00. 
== Per Case, 24 Pints, $8.00. 


PATENT COVERS 


FOR 


“AMERICA” }rmane “Puce” 


Extra Drv Price $1.00. 


FOR SALE AT THE “PUCK ’ 
| OFFIC¥ 


21 & 23 Warren St., 
And through any Newdealer. 


BACK NUMBERS 


OF 
sé ” 
Can be Supplied on Demand. 


Office of “PUCK”, 
21& 23 Warren St. 











THE BEST TRUSS EVER MADE. 


The genuine Elastic Truss is worn 
with perfect comfort, night and day, 
retaining rupture under the hardest 

exercise or severest strain. Sold at 
greatly reduced prices, and sent by 
mail to all parts of the country. 

Send for full descriptive circular to 


& RUS i” 
Ne: 
N. Y. ELASTIC TRUSS CO. 
683 Broadway, New York. 


MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


CABINET 


FURNITURE 


Upholstery, Decorations, £c., 
at Prices to suit the times. Every Article guaranteed. 
No. 1567 & 1569 Broadway, cor. 47th St, N. Y. 









C. PFAFF’S RESTAURANT, 


9 W. 24th St. near Broadway, WN. Y. 


Breakfast from 7 A. M. to 1 P.M. 50 cents.—Table d’hote from 
6—8 Pp. mM. $100, incl, 4 bottle wine. 


Meals at al! hours. Furnished rooms to let. 


BOHEMIAN BIER. 
SCEIMITT és OBEN. 


CENTRAL PARK LAGER BEER 
BREWERY, 

Brewery & Office 159165 E, 59th 
St. . Ice-house and -vaults, 56th 
dk oY Street, Ave. A, and East 
Ww tee < BOHEMIAN BIER” to equal 

Bier in all youpects, end 62 Mmoel Demiiie ant 
estern Biers in Taste, Color and Substamce, thus 
making it the 

“BEST SHIPPING BIER.” 
SOLD CHEAPER THAN WEstERN Bren. 




















































